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were not fully connected with the Graecostasis, the curved
stand at the rear thick with statues. The only way to get on
to the Rostra was to ascend the Graecostasis, which rested
on the Gapitoline slope, and then step across.

The crowd was inclined to become noisy; but Antonius
had told the soldiers to keep order and bid the people restrain
themselves. The show of upper-class strength must be met
with a show of proletarian solidarity: a stubborn silence
would effect this better than any uproar. So Brutus and
his companions found a passage cleared for them without
outcry, without even occasional whistlings or jeers. At first
the quiet was a relief; then it turned into a menace, the
dull brooding atmosphere before a thunderstorm. Heavily
it closed round the limbs of the men moving; heavily it
muffled their words. Brutus felt it even more oppressive as
he came forward to the marble rail of the Rostra; the sea
of faces below seemed packed motionless, dead, frozen in a
stony hatred. He was gazing on an ugly mosaic fiat as the
pavement on which the men stood; and the herring-bone
pattern of the tiles at his feet wavered and blurred like the
ribbed waves of the sea. How could he stand there and
speak?

But he spoke. He did not need to think of what to say.
The burning thoughts came to him, clear, elementally
urgent; but, as ever, he uttered them with a pedantic stolid
vehemence, a ponderous fury, making jerky broken gestures,
then standing still and sinking his head a moment. The
obsessed sincerity of his voice gripped the listeners, but not
with sympathy; it held and yet repelled.

Cicero listened with the discomfort that a speech from
Brutus always awoke in him, but this time the emotion was
infinitely intensified. What a chance was being wasted.
What a different speech he himself would have delivered.
Yet he knew that his own speech, beautifully considered as
a thing of accumulative persuasion, would have provoked
abuse and howls of rage; the mob at least listened to Brutus,
though they would as likely turn to the statues of orators on
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